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THWARTE D.

FART I

CHAPTER L
THE WASHERWOMAR AND HER FAMILY.

IT was Christmas time in the little village of
Grinfield.

The snow lay thick and crisp on the hard ground,
and all the ponds in the neighborhood were well
frozen over.

It was bright winter weather, and the sun was
shining in cheerfully at the cpen door of a cottage
at the end of the lane, where lived a poor washer-
woman, 2 widow, and her th-re:e children,

The inside of the cottage was scrupulously neat
and clean; a good fire crackled merrily in the
grate, and a substantial-locking pot was sending

forth a savory smell
AR g



10 THWARTED; OR,

Near the fire sat a little boy, making a wooden
soldier, and a nice-locking girl of eighteen was
laying the cloth for dinner.

The widow herself, with arms bared to the
elbow, was standing at a table in the window, sort-
- ing some clothes, preparatory to putting them into
the wash-tub. )

Though worn with hard work, and prematurely
gray, she was evidently still young, and it was casy
to see she must once have been very handsome.
She had, even now, far more claim to real beauty
than her young danghter, though the girl was
more pleasing-looking, from having an air of
greater refinement.

The mother was cast in a coarser mould. She
was on a larger scale, though she was not so tall;
and she was far more strongly built, Her hands
and arms were large and brawny, and looked as if
they had done much work in their day, and done
it well.

There was energy and determination in her
quick step and in her large dark eye. She worked
with a will even while sorting the clothes; and
there was that about her whole aypearancc and in
the deep lines in her forehead which seemed to tell



